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appear with the spoons) or Italian organ-grinders
who had been cruelly accused of vagrancy and
could speak no English. If his virtues were
almost vices, and consequently comic, his defects
were almost virtues, and consequently comic. A
thousand anecdotes were told about his snobbery:
" the nicest Emperor I ever met" really was a
phrase that he was at any moment liable to use ;
and the stranger could not be two minutes in his
rooms without being shown portraits of royalty.
Yet, what might have been hateful, was in him
harmless, for his was not the greedy snobbery of
the climber, but the snobbery of the romantic.
He never would have cut an acquaintance for
shabbiness, though he might have cultivated one
for lustre : the King and the dustman were both
for him figures in a fairy-tale and, had occasion
offered, he would have introduced them in the
most majestic way.

His colossal vanity had an innocence about it
that redeemed it. The great works (as his mother
sadly saw quite early) were always ahead; a new
epoch of authorship was about to set in; or
posterity would admit what contemporaries had
rejected. Who could mind when they knew that
the poor old man had been, by his own standards,
a failure ? That he had missed every office to
which he aspired ; that he was fondly cherishing
illusions as to his real status in academic and
general society; that he was genuinely taking
pleasure in tinsel and grudged concessions,
exhibiting cautious letters as great tributes,
basking in a half-light for all the world as though
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